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advance party. Some of them, with rifles at the trail, were
speeding up the slope on foot. I thought that perhaps they
had observed an enemy or his tracks. But it was not that.
They had come upon the spot where a pair of full-grown
Oryx had enjoyed a siesta under a spreading Abal bush that
very afternoon. Everything was forgotten in that thrilling
moment—hunger, thirst, fatigue—and that was the end of
the day's march. We camped in a neighbouring hollow, my
tent being pitched in the pit of an incipient horseshoe
cavity of a lofty dune.
It was dark before the hunters returned—all unsuccessful,
but hoping for better sport next day. There had been no
dinner for them to miss, and I agreed now that a party
should go to Naifa to bring water next day to *Ain Sala.
To my astonishment Salih, who but an hour before had been
crying out about his sore feet, had without a moment's
hesitation joined in the hunt, and he was one of the latest
to arrive back in camp. He came to my tent obviously
pleased with himself. Well, I asked, did you get an Oryx ?
No, he replied, but I saw one, a great bull too, and that near.
I drew a bead on him and pressed the trigger, but the cart-
ridge misfired and at the sound the animal was gone. I
saw him no more, and here is the cursed cartridge. Do you
see the dent in its cap ? Yet he lied, and knew that I knew
that he lied. He smiled wanly at my scepticism but did not
press the matter.
Later on Zayid came to me mysteriously with the request
for my hurricane lamp—I had also a pressure lamp to attract
insects but was selfish about lending either as our paraffin
supply was none too abundant. What do you want it for ?
I asked. I want it, he replied. I insisted on his telling me the
reason. Well, he said, if you would know, we all heard as we
sat at the fire there the sound of a low whistling and we
think perhaps there may be raiders about and the whistle a
scout's signal. I gave him the lamp and thought no more of
the matter until next morning. It was nothing, said Zayid ;
we cast all around but found no tracks. It was a Jinn, said
Hasan with an air of conviction that surprised and interested
me. He was quite serious and they all seemed to agree with-

